Cello day by Megarrity, David
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CELLO DAY  2
 
CHARACTERS 
HELEN  17 
ROB   37 
CELLIST 
 
NB the CELLIST is a body double for ROB, he takes the actor’s place when complex 
music is to be played live. 
 
 
SET  
A cluttered upstairs apartment. Old style. Lots of shelves, a stereo, lots of LP’s and 
books stacked all over the place. Two armless chairs facing eachother in the middle 
of the room and a music stand. 
 
There is a desk, SL, covered in musical paraphernalia, unread documents and 
assorted used crockery and glasses. 
 
A door,  USC leads to a hallway, another doorway lead off to living quarters. 
 
A window in one corner, (also SL) is a video screen. Through it can be observed an 
inner suburban hill, covered in houses. A tree branch is visible. It’s got a bird’s nest in 
it. 
 
 
 
 
CELLO DAY  3
SCENE 1 
 
Classical music plays from the stereo.  
Prelude from Bach solo cello Suite 1 [played by Casals]  
ROB walks in, holding some sheet music and a plastic bag with a drink bottle 
in it. He puts the music on one of the stands and surveys his work.  
Ready for the next student.  
He takes a breath, then springs into action. 
 
He loves this music. With his back to us, he unbuttons his shirt, and drapes it 
over a chair.  
His torso reveals the flab of a man in his late thirties. 
 
He pulls a T-shirt from the plastic bag, puts it on, turns and reveals. 
It’s emblazoned with the name of a contemporary band. It doesn’t suit him at 
all. 
 
He checks himself out in the mirror, and reserves judgement.  
He puts on the radio. The signal is truly whatever is on the local radio at that 
precise time, outside of the fictional context.  
B105. R & B. Awful. He fiddles with the dial till he finds something that doesn’t 
offend him too much, opens the door, sits and waits. 
 
Almost the moment his arse hits the chair, he leaps up and reverses the 
process, reinstating his shirt and the classical CD, and stuffing the t-shirt 
down the back of a bookshelf. 
 
The sound of a car pulling up outside. 
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He goes to the window and watches someone arrive, then he rushes back to 
a chair and tries to look cool. 
 
A girl stands at the door. HELEN. Dressed in black. 
 
ROB:  Hi. Come on in. You must be Helen. Hope your second name’s not 
‘back’. 
Helen back. Hell and back. Ha. Sorry. Come on in.  
Make yourself at home. There’s not much to it.  
Do you need a drink of any kind? Well, not of any kind… 
 
HELEN has said nothing. She keeps her eyes on ROB and sidles into the 
room. 
 
ROB:   Righto. Take a seat. Well, don’t actually take it.. erm.. ha. 
 
HELEN looks at the chair and stays where she is. 
 
ROB:  Righto, then, stand if you like. I’m hoping to keep it pretty informal 
today anyway, just a kind of getting to know you kind of session. You 
and the instrument,  you and me, just to see if it works out. 
 
HELEN moves to the window. 
 
ROB:  …and I’m fine if it doesn’t. That’s fine by me. I was surprised your 
organisation contacted me at all. Didn’t think someone of your age 
would be interested. 
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She looks out the window 
 
ROB:   But I’m glad you are.  
 
ROB takes a seat, and waits, looking at the empty chair opposite.  
HELEN still looks out the window. 
 
ROB:   Quite a view. Best thing about the place,  really.  
City’s over there. I mean the real city.  
On the map we’re all part of the same blob, but really, it’s over there.  
And we’re way over here. 
I can just see the top of that new building.. you might have to stand on 
tiptoe, or a chair. 
 
He moves to the window.  
The moment he gets there, HELEN makes a bee-line for one of the Cellos. 
 
ROB:  Oh. I was just going to show you the tree. There’s a bird’s nest with 
some … eggs… 
 
He points to something in the tree, but is arrested when he sees HELEN 
fiddling with one of the big black cello cases.  
It’s plastered with international stickers. 
 
ROB:   Oh,  um.. that one’s not..please, just be… 
 
HELEN has the case open. He races over, protectively. 
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ROB:   That’s mine. Just..would you mind.. 
 
HELEN shoots him a foul glare and returns to the window. 
 
ROB:  Look, I’m sorry, it’s just, if you knew how much it was worth, you’d 
understand, and it’s kind of a superstitious thing.  
You know, if you’ve been asleep, and dreaming, you wake up next to 
someone new, maybe someone you’ve never seen before, it might 
give you a fright, disturb you. So. 
 
ROB gently pulls the cello from his case, his hands soft on the wood.  
He lays it on its side and pushes the case away.  
He grabs the bow as well and balances it on top. 
 
ROB:   This is yours. It’s Chinese,  but it’s good. Go for your life. 
 
He presents the still-closed case. 
 
ROB.   Oh well, in your own time. There’s no rush. 
 
He picks up his instrument, sits and tunes it.  
This gathers the attention of HELEN,  who makes her way along the 
bookcase,  alternately fingering dusty manuscript and glancing at ROB, 
absorbed in his work. 
He plays a couple of notes of a tune, and notices she’s looking at him for the 
first time. 
 
He stops, and so does she. 
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ROB:  Really, take your time. You standing there ignoring me is the most 
interesting thing that’s happened to me all day. Sad but true. 
 
She begins ignoring him again 
 
ROB:  I was quite surprised when they told me how old you were. I thought 
you’d be more into well ,contemporary music. Heavy things. Rage 
against the Machine. 
 
HELEN snorts. 
 
ROB:  I like one of their songs. I have a T-shirt of theirs.  
I do. I don’t wear it. Out. 
Music doesn’t have to be loud to be heavy. Or ‘grungy’ to be dark.  
I’ve got some great recordings here that I could lend you.  
Do you have a walkman or..ipod? Most of my stuff’s on vinyl but if 
you’re interested I could put some on a CD for you, you could listen to 
it on your headphones and nobody need know. 
 
ROB eyes her t-shirt. 
 
ROB :  Who are they? On your T-shirt? I've not heard of them.  
Are they good? Or ‘bad’ you know,  ‘bad’ like,  good or ‘fully sick’?  
I used to have a teenage cousin. I know the lingo. 
 
HELEN looks at him like he’s from Mars. 
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ROB:  Ok, we’ve still got quite a lot of time left. Do you want to play, or not? 
It’s here. Waiting for you. It’s yours.  
You can’t take it home, really but it’s yours. 
Come on over. Give it a go. Make some noise. 
 
No reaction 
 
ROB:  Alright. I’m going to read the paper.  
You let me know when you want to work.  
I’m here for you. 
 
He picks up today’s local paper and starts to read. It rustles.  
He uncomfortably assumes a comfortable position and holds it, reading, the 
paper a shield. 
 
ROB: [Makes a comment relating to the day’s headlines – paper must be from actual day of 
performance] 
 
HELEN shrugs and starts to go though his LP’s.  
Each has a picture of a fusty old chap with a foreign name on the front in a 
tux, or an amber landscape.  
Nothing she’d be interested in.  
She finds a jar full of gold coins, and quietly purloins a few of them 
 
She returns to her chair. 
 
ROB puts down the paper and smiles 
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ROB:   Ready now? 
 
She doesn’t look at him. 
 
ROB:  Let me know when you’re ready. Maybe say something to me.  
Like ‘hello.’ 
 
She crumples a little, but is definite in her silence.  
ROB reads. 
There is a very long pause. 
 
ROB:  Look I’m sorry, I’m giving up my valuable time, and I refuse to have 
you sit there and give me the silent treatment when I’ve done nothing 
but make you feel welcome. I offered my time to the organisation that 
bought you here because I thought it would be appreciated. It was a 
bit of a long shot,  but I suppose it was a stupid idea. Look I don’t want 
to hurt your feelings, I’m sure there’s been plenty of that already, but I 
really just am here to play and to teach you. That’s my job. I’m actually 
not good at anything that goes between those two activities, so don’t 
make me pretend to be social, because I’m not, and just for the 
record, I can’t stand the silent treatment. I have well and truly had 
enough of that by now. That’s why there’s nobody here but you and 
me.  
So. Is your ‘worker’ or whatever still outside?  
 
He goes to the window. She shakes her head in a silent ‘no’. 
He doesn’t see this. He turns. 
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ROB:  Well, what next? I can’t let you go. Duty of care and all that.  
Are you 16? Is that the age? Oh shit. For you making you own 
decisions. Not the age of consent. Probably not, how old are you? 
Well, alright. You sit there and sulk, because I’m not playing this 
game. You know why? Because you’ve won. I feel uncomfortable in 
my own home. Happy now?  
 
HELEN is clearly not. 
 
ROB:  I should make it clear to you that I actually don’t require your presence 
in order to feel uncomfortable in my own home. I am quite 
uncomfortable when I am by myself. I am a nerd.  
Like you, probably. But who would know. 
 
Look, if you are a nerd, or whatever they call it nowadays, I’m telling 
you, you’re looking at your savior there. Inside that black case,  young 
lady, is your ticket to freedom from goober-dom. 
Learn the cello: easy. Get good: Hard. 
Work a lot, don’t have a social life. Oh. Correction. The school 
orchestra. Competitions. Hang out with your posse at the eisteddfodd. 
Audition, sitting behind a black curtain for some people you can’t see. 
They don’t want to look at you when you play. All they care about is 
your playing. Nice. Play. Play perfectly. Get a gig in an orchestra,  and 
hang out with all the cool dudes there. And I’m here to tell you, there 
are people who are accepted and rejected even within the biggest 
group of nerds you’ll ever find. 
 
HELEN would like to appear unmoved, but she isn’t.  
CELLO DAY  11
She picks up a wad of pictures from a bookshelf, and shows it to ROB 
 
ROB :  Yes. That’s me. School formal.  
That’s … my graduation partner. Like her dress? 
It’s very.. yes…  of its time.  
Are you likely to ever have a formal?  
Do you go to school? 
What do you do? 
 
HELEN doesn’t answer. 
 
ROB:  Well, don’t hold back. I’ll tell you about my formal if you like.  
You haven’t left yet. That’s right,  you can’t. My Mum took that photo. 
She was very proud. 
You know,  I really couldn’t stand her proudness. She wasn’t pushy or 
anything. I worked as hard as I did of my own accord. She wasn’t 
musical at all. Not a stage mother. So there I was,  all spruced up, in 
my front room with Kelly. That was her name. I’m not sure what she’s 
doing now. I think it’s safe to say she’s not in the fashion industry. 
Unless that look’s back in. Is that look back in?  
Please tell me that look’s not back in. 
 
Yep, anyway, I lived very near the school. A bit close for comfort. After 
this was taken, I walked her across the oval, and into the assembly  
hall where it was going to take place. That was my favourite bit. The 
walk across the oval,  not the assembly hall. 
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I was all spruced up in this hire suit, with tartan cummerbund, she 
smelled really good, the light was soft, there was just a tiny hint of rain 
in the air, you know,  that smell. I really liked crossing over that field. 
Her parents picked her up after, and I went home. There were big 
parties of course,  but I didn’t go. I had a concert the next day. That 
was my excuse. The truth is nobody invited me anywhere. No. the 
truth is,  I was too shit scared to risk going anywhere. I had a cup of 
tea with my Mum. That was it. Happy graduation. 
 
No schoolies. No nothing. Have you thought about going to schoolies? 
Or is it only a certain kind of kid that goes there?  
Be a bit expensive getting a unit and all of that. 
It’s in the papers. Looks pretty wild. Would that be your scene? 
 
He motions to the cello cases 
 
ROB:  Still don’t want to play?  
You can if you want. I don’t mind.  
Just make a noise. It will probably sound very bad, but at least you’ll 
get a feel for it. 
 
HELEN’s not playing. She puts the photo back down. ROB walks over. 
HELEN scurries away. ROB shifts the picture to a new spot. 
 
ROB:  Sorry, it’s not you. You just can’t put it there.  
Not on that particular bit of music. You weren’t to know.  
There is a system to all this, you just can’t see it. 
Would you like a drink? Might still be a bit cool. 
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He grabs a bottle from the plastic bag, and finds a cup or two. Judging the 
cleanest,  he gives it a wipe, and pours two drinks. He holds out one to 
HELEN, but she won’t come over. He puts it down and moves away. 
 
He sits on his cello chair and drinks. 
 
ROB:   Fizzy. I hear it adds life. 
 
He drinks again. 
 
ROB:  Is it true that if you put a coin in this it will clean it?   
You know, put a dirty one and it comes out clean. I wonder.  
I used to put one and two cent coins in it, but was never able to 
actually leave it long enough to see if it was true.  
 
He finishes it off. 
 
ROB:  No one and two cent coins now. Though there are probably some in a 
jar here somewhere. Don’t know what I was thinking. Be just like me 
to put something useless aside, just in case I might require something 
useless in the future. 
 
HELEN approaches. 
 
ROB:   Great. Come take a seat. 
 
HELEN grabs the coke and drinks it quickly, looking out the window. 
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ROB:   OK. 
 
HELEN goes to put the drink down on the shelf near her, but hesitates, and 
looks at ROB. 
 
ROB:   What? 
  
HELEN is still looking at him, glass suspended. 
 
ROB:   Oh yes. Anywhere. 
 
HELEN is still looking at him. 
 
ROB:   OK, anywhere except… there. 
 
He points to the spot where he prevented her from replacing the picture. 
HELEN puts down the glass, looks out the window and belches loudly. 
 
ROB belches too. 
 
ROB:   Right back at you. 
 
HELEN is surprised. 
 
ROB:   Sorry, that was disgusting. 
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HELEN looks away, disguising her reaction, which looks like it might be 
laughter 
 
ROB:   [with an edge] Bad manners even. Can you burp at will? 
 
HELEN is closing down again 
 
ROB:   Whenever you want? 
 
HELEN is closed. 
 
ROB:   I can’t.  
 
HELEN has explored the room. There’s nowhere left for her to go. 
 
ROB:   Oh well, I suppose I have other talents. What are you good at? 
Not conversation, I guess. Sorry. I’ll try to stop teasing. I can’t help it. 
Come on, come and sit down,  let’s do what you came here to do. 
 
Come on. Please. I'll teach you whatever you want. Whatever I can. 
It’s not that hard. But come on, over here. Just make a noise. Any 
noise. 
 
This thing’s a piece of crap. The bow’s pretty good, but the cello’s 
really not very good. Just come over here and have a go. Come on. 
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Look, I’ll move my chair away. You don’t want me to be on top of you. 
Oh. I know how that sounded, not. Oh, shit. OK. Look, I’m moving 
away. 
 
ROB picks up the bow, and holds it out to her. He leaves it on the chair. 
 
ROB:   There it is. It’s yours. come on,  you know how it goes.  
Grab it, stick it between your legs,  twiddle your fingers there and have 
a bit of a saw. Or don’t… just use your fingers. 
 
HELEN is tempted. 
 
ROB moves far from her. Pause. 
 
ROB:   Hurt it. 
 
HELEN moves in, tense as ever. She tilts the cello out of the case. She is 
surprised at its feel. 
 
ROB watches, almost wincing at the way she’s handling the instrument. 
 
She holds it up, and spins it on its spike. She likes the curly bit. 
She sits on the chair and regards it again.  
She smiles, momentarily adult,  like she can’t believe what she’s about to do. 
 
She pulls the bow out from beneath her. She suddenly lets go of the neck of 
the cello and lets it fall to the floor. She catches it, and catches ROB,  who’s 
petrified she’s going to wreck it. Gotcha. 
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She pulls out the bow, and points it to him, like a fencer. 
She looks down the bow at him, shooting death at her teacher. 
 
She shifts uncomfortably on the chair and digs into her pocket.  
Hard to do sitting down. She has a watch, half the wristband missing. 
She checks the time, and stretches, settling in to play. 
 
She looks like a pro. There’s a grace about her that’s astonishing.  
Her stance is pretty passable, her hands in the right place. ROB is amazed. 
 
She tilts her head down, holds the bow at the ready,  then digs and saws into 
the strings like she’s cutting down a tree.  
She yells at the top of her voice: 
 
HELEN:  Motherfucker 
 
This freezes ROB. 
 
She stops still, puts the cello down on its side, and points to the window. 
 
She holds the pose for a second, and a car horn toots. 
 
She turns and walks out the door, placing the bow in ROB’s hand without a 
second look. 
 
As she disappears down the stairs,  ROB goes to the window and looks 
down. Her FSO is picking her up.  
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The car pulls away. 
 
He goes to her cello, taps the strings with the bow a few times,  then balances 
the bow on top. 
 
He goes to the stereo, puts on some music,  and looks out the window, which 
turns orange, then purple,  then black as night falls. 
 
He grabs a thick red nikko and puts a red slash through the day on the 
calendar. He replaces the pen and looks at us. 
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INTERLUDE 1 
With his back to us, ROB takes off his shirt and flicks a light switch. 
In the window we see the moon rise. 
We hear him move in the room, picking up his cello. 
The room is darkened, leaving a shaft of light. 
Rob takes a seat by the desk, though we can only see his bare torso, and 
part of the cello.  
He plays an excerpt from the Prelude of Bach’s solo cello Suite 4,  
It’s beautiful, but it ends abruptly. 
ROB replaces the cello and leaves the room. 
 
Through the window we can see day dawn, and work begin, in fast motion, on 
an imposing skyscraper. The cranes twitch and jerk, then slow.  
A magpie is heard. 
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SCENE 2 ~ THE NEXT WEEK.  
[this may take longer than it looks] 
 
ROB fixes up the room. It doesn’t need much fixing.  
He looks at the week of red slashes on the calendar. 
He sits. He looks at his watch. 
There is knock. He is surprised when it comes, but e knows who it is. HELEN.  
He opens the door. There she stands.  
She looks softer, smaller. She raises a hand in greeting.  
She almost smiles. She chews gum. 
 
ROB doesn’t. He ushers her in with his hand and closes the door behind her. 
He motions to the seat. She sits. She is surprisingly pliant. 
 
He sits across from her and looks at her, not saying a word.  
She tightens her lips in that smile that people smile when they’re not smiling. 
 
He doesn’t react. 
 
She motions to the cello. 
 
He doesn’t react.  
 
She motions to the cello. She motions to herself.  
 
Still he doesn’t react, though he meets her gaze. 
 
She makes sawing, cello motions, but then stops.  
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Oh. She gets it.  
 
This week he’s not taking to her. Right. 
Quickly she gets up, and goes to the window. Her driver is gone. 
 
She turns. He’s being an idiot, she thinks. She goes again to the shelf, and 
idly picks up an LP. She flicks though the rest. ROB does not react. 
 
She finds a photo. She shows it to him. It’s of a stiff, gray, tousled old cellist. 
He looks like a freak. Again, ROB doesn’t react. 
 
She goes to the stereo and puts on some music.  
 
She goes to put the book back on the shelf, but then decides against it, and 
puts it gently on the floor. Still she chews. It’s lost its flavour. 
 
She pulls out the wad of gum. Where to put it? She sticks it to the underside 
of some furniture. This almost gets a reaction from ROB, and then she hastily 
removes it and goes again to the window. She opens it a bit, and chucks it out 
into the tree… and looks at ROB. This is hard for him. He stays still, then gets 
up. 
 
HELEN moves quickly to the other side of the room, as if the room might 
overbalance with two people on one side.  
 
ROB trips over the book on the way to the window.   
He is about to reprimand her, but keeps his lips tight shut. 
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He looks out the window to see where it’s gone, picks up the book and puts it 
back on the shelf. 
 
HELEN, quick as lightning, visits the change jar again and flogs a few gold 
coins. 
 
She circles the room. She looks in the cello cases.  
ROB stands by the window, embarrassed that she’s got to him.  
 
HELEN looks at the cellos. 
She moves closer to ROB, challenging him with the strength that only an un-
angry person can have in a situation like this. 
 
Then she walks back along the wall, dislodging, or changing the position of 
half a dozen items as she goes. Some precious.  
ROB follows her at a distance behind, righting and returning each of the 
objects, and restating his ownership of his room. 
He’s almost going to say something like “get out” but catches himself.  
She would win if he spoke. 
 
He leans in the doorsill, and motions for her to leave. 
She leans on the windowsill and copies him exactly. She’s staying. 
 
He sighs, and does it again.  
She also copies this action: her mimicry’s uncanny. 
 
He strides decisively to his desk.  
Again, she moves and takes up a contrary position in the room.  
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He leafs though his book and finds the number. He dials. 
 
HELEN pulls out a mobile and dials a number too. 
 
They both wait as the phone rings.  
He shakes his head at her as if to say ‘hopeless case’: She does the same. 
 
Looking in her eyes, he puts the phone slowly down. She mimics him.  
It rests in the cradle. She presses the requisite button on her phone.  
Both calls are over. 
 
He takes a step towards the chairs. She does too.  
Another step. She copies him. 
He takes another step and raises one arm in the air. She mirrors this move. 
 
He goes to his chair and motions for her to sit in hers. She performs the 
opposite set of gestures.  
There is a stand off. Then he slowly takes a seat, and she does too.  
It’s becoming indistinguishable who is leading whom. 
 
They sit and look at each other. For a bit too long. A staring competition. 
There’s something in her eyes that ROB can’t stand.  
It makes ROB uncomfortable; he has to do something. He breaks her gaze 
and bends to his cello.  
 
There is a pause, then HELEN starts to do it too.  
ROB can’t believe his luck. He thinks he’s tricked her into playing. 
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Mirroring eachother, they unpack the instruments and bows,  and sit opposite 
eachother. ROB twiddles his fingers, loosening them up. So does HELEN. 
 
ROB ‘overstraightens his back’ to indicate HELEN should sit straighter. 
 
He leans down to pick up his bow. Naturally HELEN does too.  
ROB holds the bow properly, with years of technique behind him. HELEN 
makes a fair approximation. ROB is drawn to her poor technique  
 
He resettles his fingers in position on the frog of the bow, expecting HELEN to 
fall into line. He stares intently at her. Copy me. Copy me. 
She tries, but can’t do it the way he would like. 
 
He leads the mirroring again, but she still hasn’t got it right. He reaches down 
to touch her fingers by way of correction.  
She stiffens, draws back, and points the bow at his neck like a sword. 
 
He withdraws carefully, picks up his bow and she does the same. 
Their other hands sit at the scrolls of their instruments,  fingers extended. 
 
He draws his bow across the strings. They sound a shaky note in unison. He 
pushes his bow back the other way. And again. They set up a rhythm.  
 
1,2,3. 1,2,3. 1,2,3.12,3. 
 
HELEN can’t disguise her enjoyment, as simple as this activity seems.  
ROB’s pretty amazed by her natural ability. She can make it sing. 
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Indicating she’s doing OK, he asks her to continue. 
He starts to play to notes in harmony over the top, then throws the idea away. 
He stops playing, and watches her at work.  
 
HELEN hates it when it stops. He’s broken a promise. 
 
He gets up and grabs a music stand, brings it back and puts it between them. 
 
He taps the paper, as if to say, ‘right, let’s stop mucking around and start the 
real lesson.’ 
 
HELEN looks at him and shakes her head. She stands, takes the bow and 
violently stabs it thought the manuscript.  
She puts the cello down with some care, and goes to the window. 
The bow see-saws on the music stand, crumpling the manuscript. 
 
Pause. 
 
Disturbed,  ROB cleans up. 
 
HELEN looks out the window,  spies something,  opens it again, and retrieves 
her gum. She inspects it for dirt, then pops it back in her mouth. 
 
Back to square one. ROB’s really pissed off about the punctured manuscript, 
but he asks her to take her seat again. 
 
She shakes her head, then goes to ROB’s desk and writes a note.  
It seems to take a while, it looks like a detailed message. 
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She folds it, eyeballs him,  drops the note at his feet and goes to the door. 
 
ROB can’t bear to see her go. He tries to stop her, almost touching her again. 
This drives her wild,  but ROB’s offering a truce. He’s offering her a cello to 
take home. Quite a step. He motions for her to stop. To wait. He puts the bow 
back in the case, closes it up and brings it to her.  
She backs away, refusing it. 
 
ROB is truly offering her something precious. In his insistence he doesn’t 
realize he’s cornered her. She makes for the door, ROB follows her a little,  
but it’s too late.  
We can see her rush out the door,  and hear her go. ROB is left standing in 
the doorway with the cello. It seems very,  very heavy. He puts it down in the 
hall.  
The curve of its black case is in the door, its head invisible. 
 
He goes to the window and watches her on the footpath. He is taken aback.  
She has given him the finger, from down below. Unthinkingly,  he returns it. 
 
He has just stood at the front window of his apartment and given someone 
the finger. Has he sunk this low? He waves to an old lady, who got the 
message unwittingly. He turns around,  embarrassed. 
 
He sits down on his chair, and picks up the note HELEN write him. He opens 
it carefully, and reads it. 
 
ROB:   Motherfucker. 
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He drops his hand. The note faces outward.  
Indeed, there is only one word on it.  
And it looks like the word “motherfucker”. 
 
He goes to the window again. 
 
It looks like she’s gone. He opens it and sticks his head out,  looking up and 
down the street. There’s the old lady again. 
 
ROB:   Yes,  sorry. No, no, just doing my exercises.  
 
He makes movements on an invisible cello. 
 
He raises his index fingers and moves them up and down, then his middle 
fingers, then fourth, as if flipping the bird was just a natural part of this 
musician’s finger exercises. 
 
ROB:   Ha! 
 
He attempts to laugh it off, and gives the old lady the thumbs up. 
 
Then he closes the window and curtain, stands to, and punches himself in the 
stomach six times. It's shocking. It looks like it hurts like fuck.  
It does. He leans on the wall in pain, and cries. 
 
In the doorway  the black curve of the cello gradually moves, as it is pulled 
down the hallway by an invisible force. 
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ROB goes and sits in his chair, untucks his shirt and looks at his stomach. 
There are two red marks. He leaves his shirt untucked,   
 
He picks up his cello, and takes it to his special spot, but can’t find the spirit 
and puts it on the ground. He gives it a gentle kick with his toe. 
 
He goes to the stereo to put on some music. 
 
Nice music. Calm music. 
 
On the way he notices the cello is gone from the doorway.  
There is a car outside. 
 
It pulls away. He goes to the window. HELEN has taken it. 
 
He sprints to the door, then thinks better of it and goes to the phone, dialling. 
 
Then he puts the phone down, goes to the calendar, and slashes almost a 
month of days away with the red nikko pen. 
 
He goes to the Chinese cello and lifts it up, inspecting it expertly. 
 
He looks at the chair by the desk. 
 
He takes off his shirt, and flicks the light switch. The room darkens. He opens 
the curtain with the bow and street light streams in. 
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CELLO DAY  30
INTERLUDE 2 
ROB takes his place in the shaft of light, setting up to play with the student 
cello. Night falls out the window. 
 
He is still mostly obscured, but we can see his hands at work as he plays the 
Prelude from Bach solo cello Suite 6. 
Again the music is truncated. 
 
He leaves the room. 
 
Dawn comes and again we see the cranes at work.  
A bulky building is clearly perceptible over the urban landscape and distant 
hill. 
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SCENE 3 ~ A  WEEK LATER 
 
ROB renters the room, pulling on a new shirt.  
He sits, cello between his legs, playing two notes, hammering on and pulling 
off. [He’s not masturbating, it’s a musical term.] 
 
The two notes begin slowly oscillating,  and as his fingers flicker faster and 
faster,  they blur into almost one sound. 
 
He does it again. It’s an exercise, but he’s fit. It's a doddle. 
 
He’s bored with his own playing. He can’t wait for her to arrive.  
He looks at the door, and she does. It creaks open, and there she is. 
 
He stands, and moves to the door. 
 
ROB:   I'll take that.  
 
He retrieves the stolen cello and places it near Helen’s seat. 
 
Come in. Look, I’d rather you asked, but I’m glad you took an interest.  
Well, you took a cello, but beggars can’t be choosers. 
 
HELEN sits on his desk. 
 
ROB:   Look, can you sit naturally instead of slouching everywhere?  
Your bum might be on something important. 
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HELEN looks. A piece of paper. Blank. Both sides. She returns it to the desk. 
 
ROB:   Ah yes, but that is important. You see I have devised a rather 
interesting method of getting around the obstacle you have placed in 
my way. As you can see, I am cool, calm and..collect stamps. 
 
HELEN wrinkles her brow. A bad joke, but at least she acknowledges it is 
one. 
 
ROB:   Nearly got you. Okey dokey,  please take a seat.  
On the appropriate part of the chair. The chair behind the desk. 
 
Ok, grab a pen out of that jar. Ah, left-handed, well, maybe we were 
up against it from the start. That’ll make life harder for you. 
 
HELEN gives him a look. 
The pen is the big,  thick, red nikko. 
 
ROB:  OK, this is the deal. You won’t talk to me, you won’t play for me, well, 
anything decent, but I know you know more than you’re letting on, so I 
think a mid-term exam is a good way of monitoring your progress,  
seeing as we can’t talk about it. 
 
HELEN puts the pen down 
 
ROB:  You can write,  can’t you? I mean, I’d guess that school wasn’t one of 
your favourite places – but you can write enough to do this,  can’t 
you?  
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I mean I really am not setting out to make you feel bad, truly. I’m sorry. 
 
HELEN picks up a pen. Of course writing’s not a problem to her.  
She might be angry, but she’s not stupid. 
 
ROB:  OK. Exam is go. Look, I’m serious about this, you know, I mean, I do 
really want to.. 
 
HELEN nods and motions for him to get on with it. 
 
ROB:  I’d also thought we could spice it up a bit, you know, maybe ask some 
fun questions, like a trivial pursuit kind of thing. But there’s no prize. 
We’ll, come to think of it, there’s no prize in trivial pursuit either. Just 
plastic pie. And annoying your friends. It's pretty clear who’s going to 
win or lose, it’s not like it’s a breakneck chase to the death round the 
board. 
 
HELEN nods and motions for him to get along with it. 
 
ROB:   OK, sorry, another window into my rich and varied social life.  
Actually,  it’s been years since I played ‘triv’.  
Or saw those people.  
But, as you say, onwards and upwards.  
 
All set? 
 
Ok, I should warn you, I’ve not really prepared for this, but I’ve been 
playing the cello for a long time. It's the only thing I know intimately, 
CELLO DAY  34
when you’re a famous cellist, you can say I taught you everything you 
know. Knew. Anyway. 
 
Oh. Better number the questions so I don’t lose track.  
I suppose I’ll have to mark you. 
 
What’s this bit called? He points to the scroll of the cello with his foot. 
One. That’s question one. Put a one next to it. 
 
HELEN laboriously does so. 
 
ROB:   Question two. Erm.. What kind of animal hair is used for the bow?  
Three. Name the notes of each of the strings on the instrument.  
 
ROB paces a little, he’s ‘playing’ the teacher, but kind of getting into the role. 
While Rob’s striding about,  playing the schoolmaster, HELEN notices a few 
banknotes under a paperweight on the desk. She quickly calculates the 
variables: value of note vs. possibility of being caught, and goes for it.  
In the back pocket, quick as lightning. 
 
ROB:  Four: how many notes do you think are on the cello.  
This is not a trick question. Have a go. 
 
Five. Name a famous cellist. Not me. Ha.  
That’s a question. It’s OK to guess. 
 
Six. Most folks don’t know that the word ‘cello’ has an invisible 
apostrophe in front of it. what does that apostrophe refer to? 
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HELEN throws down the pen. What the fuck? 
 
ROB:   OK, scrap that one. That really is a trivial question.  
Sorry. I was just enjoying myself. 
 
So what are we up to?  
 
HELEN holds up one finger. Her middle one. Then she brings up the rest of 
them. Five fingers. Question five. 
 
OK, question.. 
 
ROB raises two fingers at her,  but then rapidly brings the others up to join 
them. 
 
ROB:    Five. 
 
Pause 
 
HELEN raises a closed fist and ‘blows’ into it, ‘inflating’ her middle finger into 
the same obscene salute. 
 
ROB does a similar trick, but ‘winds up’ his finger, using an invisible crank 
handle. 
 
HELEN raises his hand,  all fingers extended, then ‘shoots’ his fingers with a 
gun shape held by the other hand,  leaving only the middle finger standing. 
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ROB ‘sorts through’ his fingers, using the tried and true primary school 
method 
 
ROB:    Eeny meeney miney mo,  
Catch a nickel by the toe 
If he squeals,  let him go 
Eeny meeney miney………. mo 
 
He of course selects his middle finger. 
 
HELEN is about to devise an even more dastardly way of giving her teacher 
the finger, but ROB calls a truce. 
 
ROB:   OK, I think we’re getting off track here. 
 
 Pause 
 
Question six. Are you responsible for the spray-painted graffiti on the 
front fence of this flat? 
 
HELEN glares at him. 
 
ROB:  Just write the answer. You’ll receive feedback on the answer you 
provide as and when I have time to mark your paper. 
 
HELEN writes her response. It takes her a while. 
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ROB:  Look, I’m sorry about that. It was just something I had to ask.  
I got the third degree from my…er.. landlady, I didn’t think it was you.  
I just had to know. I mean,  it’s just an eyesore. I wouldn’t mind if it 
was art, but I mean, you’ve seen it. I mean, what does it SAY?  
I can’t even read it. I mean, if it’s a ‘tag’ as you call it, then it’s 
someone making their mark, but what’s the point of that if I can’t see 
what their name is?  
Was it any of your friends?  
Sorry,  that’s not a question. 
 
HELEN is getting increasingly pissed off. 
 
ROB:  Rightio. Umm.. back to the cello. No. Back to you.. what number were 
we up to? Let’s say nine. Ok,  penultimate question. Second last. 
Cello. OK,  I’ll assume that playing the cello is your most favorite thing 
to do, your most loved pastime.  What is your second favourite thing to 
do? A hobby. Yes. That’s my question. What’s your hobby? Question 
number nine. Write the number. Is that right? 
What. Is. Your. Hobby? Nine. 
 
HELEN looks at him for an uncomfortable amount of time.  
He takes a seat on his teaching chair.  
 
She writes on the paper, then picks it up and takes it over to him, walking 
slowly,  big red pen hanging loosely in her hand. 
 
She smiles at him. He smiles back. 
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He reaches for the paper. She snatches it away. Not yet.  
She lets it float to the floor. 
 
She pulls up a sleeve,  and with the lidless nikko, with precision,  draws about 
a dozen big,  red slashes on her arm.  
 
Then she holds the pen out to him. She’s just giving it back to him. 
 
ROB stands there, looking rather calm for someone who’s just watched that 
kind of ritual. 
 
HELEN:  Can I take this one? 
 
She points to his cello. 
 
ROB untucks his shirt, lifts it to reveal the pale skin on  his side,  below the 
nipple. 
 
He lifts the pen, and draws several peculiar little lines on his flesh. Cuts. 
 
He lets his shirt drop. 
They speak slowly. 
 
ROB:   Yep. 
 
HELEN:  Who’s gonna know? 
 
ROB:   Nobody. Nobody knows 
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HELEN:  See you next week. 
  
He puts the lid back on the pen, and puts it on the desk. 
She puts his cello in his case, and leaves, slowly.  
We hear her go, and ROB sits quite still. 
 
He picks up her answer sheet, and reads the answers. 
 
ROB:  Scroll. Horse hair. CDGA.. As many notes as you feel like.  
Jimi Hendrix. I have sniffed paint. You should try it but I am not a … 
 
He can’t read the writing 
 
…vandal.  
You skipped numbers 7 and 8.  
This. Is. My. Hobby. 
 
His hand moves instinctively to his side where the ‘wound’ sits under his shirt. 
ROB goes to the desk to get the red pen, and also picks up a pair of scissors. 
He fondles their sharp tip, then sticks them back on the desk.  
 
He goes to the calendar to mark off the remaining day of the month. 
Instead he chucks the pen across the room, and rips off the whole month. 
 
He folds it, thinking all the while. 
It’s a plane. He throws it. It flies like a rock. 
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He decisively grabs his cello, flicks off the light, sits by the desk and begins to 
play compulsively. 
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INTERLUDE 3  
 
Night falls out the window. 
 
He is still mostly obscured. He plays the 
Sarabande from Bach’s solo cello Suite 2 
Again the music is truncated. 
 
He leaves the room. 
 
Dawn comes and again we see the cranes at work.  
The building is nearly complete, its shiny windows glinting in the morning 
light. The magpie sings. 
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SCENE 4 ~ A WEEK LATER 
 
Music plays. Whatever is on the radio at that exact time in the performance. 
ROB fiddles with the dial until he finds a good tune.  
ROB then tidies up. He moves to the music, sings a bit. 
It becomes a bigger show, and a new ROB appears, charismatic, a showman. 
 
Not like seeing Elvis in the flesh, more like someone who’s unexpectedly 
good at karaoke. 
 
He’s picking up bits and pieces from the desk, and bits of crumpled paper 
from the floor, and shoots them into the bin. Drink can. Hole in one. 
 
A plate of old food on his desk. A mould experiment. He goes to scrape the 
food in with a bit of paper,  but decides to chuck the whole plate in. 
 
He pulls up the edges of the garbage bag,  ties them off and makes for the 
door. Standing in the doorway,  he feels for his keys. They should be in his 
pocket. They aren’t. He puts down the garbage bag and searches. The 
peaceful mood is gone as he searches,  even more desperately. 
 
The bag sags and liquid starts to ooze out onto the floor.  He dashes over to 
right the bag. He looks for a cloth, rushing around.  
 
He trips over a wire, and the music is replaced by the hiss of static. 
He’s unplugged the dodgy aerial cable. He lets it drop. 
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ROB grabs a bit of manuscript, has a look at what’s written on it, crumples it 
and wipes up the crap on the floor with it. 
 
ROB:   Motherfucker. 
 
He picks up the bag, and the sodden paper, which stinks, and feels for his 
keys again. They’re not there. 
 
He leaves the doorway, making his way to the garbage bins, leaving the door 
open. Elvis has left the building. 
 
HELEN appears from the opposite direction, holding the cello case. She 
walks into the room, and puts down the case. 
 
She hears the hiss of the radio, and turns the stereo down.  
Where is her teacher? She has a bit if a poke around, but she’s explored the 
space pretty well by now. She looks out the window. Nobody there.  
She finds something on the desk and chucks it at the birds nest. 
She misses and it lands below. Oops. 
 
She sits on the chair and starts to pick her nose. She finds a good nugget, but 
can’t get at it. She sniffs and puffs.  
No good. Bush hanky. She puts a thumb on one nostril and lets rip, hoping to 
catch the booger in the palm of her hand. She snots and the booger flies out, 
but she can’t see where it ended up. Not in her hand, not in her clothes.  
Maybe onto ROB’s cello, which sits beside her. 
 
Yep,  there it is,  on his bow. She's embarrassed, and goes to wipe it off. 
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Too late. Footsteps. She’s in his chair. She moves. To the other chair,  and 
grabs the music on the stand and starts to read it nonchalantly. 
 
ROB stands in the doorway. 
 
ROB:   I wasn’t expecting you. 
 
HELEN:  Why did you tidy up then. 
 
She has spoken. No big deal for her. He is taken aback. 
 
ROB:   I was getting used to the silent treatment. 
 
HELEN: No you weren’t. It was freaking you out.  
Do you want me to shut up again? 
 
ROB:   No 
 
HELEN: OK. 
 
ROB:  You just walked in? 
 
HELEN: Yeah. You shouldn’t do that, especially with the keys in the door.  
I've lived with people who would have robbed you blind by now. 
 
ROB:  I’m sure you have. 
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HELEN: Let’s get into it. This is it. Last cello day. It’s been pretty good so far; 
maybe we should just kick it in the head now. 
 
ROB:  You took a cello again. My cello. 
 
HELEN: You said I could.  
 
ROB: They’re worth a lot of money. Insurance.  
I was thinking of calling your …carers. Or the police. 
 
HELEN:  Why didn’t you? 
 
ROB:  I… 
 
HELEN: It’s here. I played it a bit. As much as I could where I am.  
It’s fine. Have a look. 
 
She gets up and opens the case 
 
ROB:  No, it’s fine I believe you. 
 
HELEN:  Oh, I did scratch my initials into it, but I did it pretty small. 
 
ROB looks like he’s in the initial stages of a coronary. 
 
ROB:   You…? 
 
HELEN: Yeah, right. Come on in, dude, it’s your place. 
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ROB comes in. 
 
ROB:   You’re talking 
 
HELEN:  Do you want me to stop? 
 
ROB:   No 
 
HELEN walks to the window and looks out.  
ROB moves closer, but keeps the desk in-between them. 
 
ROB:  See the birds’ nest? 
 
HELEN: I hate fuckin’ magpies. 
 
ROB:  Yes, I know what you mean. It’s just being protective of its little babies. 
It’s kind of cute when you think about it.   
Did you have a bad experience when you were a child? 
 
HELEN just looks at him. 
 
ROB:  With a magpie. 
 
HELEN: I just don’t like ‘em. 
 
ROB:  Just get an ice cream container and paint eyes on it.  
Pop that on your head and you’re safe. 
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HELEN: Safe from having any friends. 
 
ROB:  You can be quite mean. 
 
HELEN:  You can be quite stupid.  
 
(pause) 
 
Nice place you got here. 
 
ROB:   City glimpses. Impending city glimpses. 
 
HELEN:  What? 
 
ROB:    Look. 
 
HELEN:  What? 
 
ROB:   The top of that building. That’s the city. You can see it now. 
It’s growing very quickly. 
 
HELEN: Someone must be watering them. I wonder what with. 
 
ROB:  They’re really shooting up. All over town. 
 
HELEN:  Yeah, they are. So? 
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ROB:   Well, when that one’s done, this place will have city views. 
 
HELEN:  So what? 
 
ROB:   The value of the property’ll go up. A bit. 
 
HELEN:  Good for you. 
 
ROB:   No, not for me. It’s my Mum’s place. 
 
HELEN:  Do you live with your Mum? 
 
ROB:   No, this is her place she lives in…well, she lives over in that direction. 
 
HELEN:  Over there. You’re richer than I thought. 
 
ROB:  No, I’m not at all actually, when Mum sells the place I’ll finally have to 
‘move out of home’, as it were. Would you like to live with your Mum? 
 
HELEN:  Nup. My mum’s a cunt. 
 
ROB shuts up for once. 
 
HELEN:  I’m looking for a place. Thinking of it. 
 
ROB:   How would you afford it? 
 
HELEN:  No, not this place, dickhead.  
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I’m looking to share, not in the next few months, but I’m aiming for 
next year. Sometime. Hopefully. We could get a flat. 
 
ROB doesn’t know what to say 
 
HELEN:  Aaah, just gammin. 
 
ROB is relieved. 
 
HELEN:  I wouldn’t live with someone like you. Forget it. Too messy. 
 
ROB:  Ha. Right. Actually, this is tidy. Yes, my problem is I’ll have to find 
somewhere with a teaching space, that makes things tricky.  
I'll have to do rather a lot more of that to get by. The orchestra’s 
shrinking a bit, and i’m fairly certain they’ll shrink me out of a job. 
So. It’d be nice to find somewhere a bit more resonant, so rather than 
playing just these strings of notes, they could float, swim around a bit 
in the air. Melt in. That’d be nice. 
 
HELEN:  I know, you know. 
 
ROB:   Know what? 
 
HELEN:  Why you’re here with me. 
 
ROB:   How could you know that? 
 
HELEN:  Freedom of information, bud. 
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ROB:   What? 
 
HELEN:  I asked around. Relax,  it’s no big deal. 
 
Pause. Long pause. ROB can no longer resist 
 
ROB:   What have you heard? 
 
HELEN:  The phone booth. 
 
ROB:  People smash up phone booths all the time. 
 
HELEN: Not in front of police stations they don’t.  
I heard you were wearing a top hat and tails. 
 
ROB:  I wasn’t wearing a top hat. 
 
HELEN: Right. 
 
ROB:   Well.  
 
HELEN: That’s a pretty good one.  
 
ROB:  Look, I’d rather… 
 
HELEN:  …and then you couldn’t hack the community service they gave you. 
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ROB:   That’s not… 
 
HELEN:  …and you offered help out various other joints 
 
ROB:   Yes, I did that, I thought I could use my talents to.. 
 
HELEN:   …and pretty much nobody’d have you. 
 
Pause. 
 
But here’s another good one for you.  
This actually happened.  
Did you hear about the guy who returned his E to the police station  
because he thought he’d been ripped off, that he wasn’t feeling 
anything? 
 
ROB:   (expecting a punchline) No. 
 
 Pause. 
 
HELEN:    I feel like I’m doing the community service by coming here. 
 
ROB:   Well, shall we get into it? I didn’t know this was your last.. 
 
HELEN:   Changing the subject? 
 
ROB:   No,  I just know your officer, what do you call them? 
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HELEN:   FSO  
 
ROB:   …will be here soon so we should get cracking. 
 
HELEN:  You’re changing the subject. 
 
ROB:   So you’ve been practicing? 
 
She’s starting to withdraw 
 
HELEN:   Kind of. 
 
ROB:  You would have found some of the manuscript in the bottom of my 
case, I guess you would have spent a bit of time nutting that out. 
 
HELEN:   ..um 
 
ROB comes over to his cello case, and lifts it out slightly,  looking for 
something in one of the compartments 
 
ROB:  Did you know, that under here, no, here,  I keep it in the centre 
section. Did you notice that? 
 
HELEN:   That? 
 
ROB:   This. This is the first piece of music I wrote. 
 
HELEN:   Really. 
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ROB:   Really. 
 
HELEN:   Nice one. Do you want me to play? 
 
ROB:   Yeah, yeah,  in a minute. Don’t you want to hear about my… 
 
HELEN:   No, I don’t give a fuck, actually. I’m sorry,  I don’t. I came in here to 
play, I’d been working up to it for a while,  so fuckin’ get out of the 
way, will you? 
 
ROB:   It was going to be a musical.. 
 
HELEN:   I hate musicals. 
 
ROB:   Me too. But I liked them then. 
 
HELEN:  How old were you? 
 
ROB:  Eight. It was going to be about a little boy who discovered a magic 
vacuum cleaner. 
 
Pause. 
 
ROB:   A musical vacuum cleaner. 
 
HELEN:   Sounds…good. 
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Pause. 
 
HELEN:  Oh. I like ‘Grease.’. That’s a musical. 
 
ROB:   It is. I like that one too. 
 
HELEN:  Are you gay? 
 
ROB:   No. 
 
HELEN:   Look, I’m sorry about that, I didn’t mean to…look,  just let me play,  
OK? 
 
ROB:   Sure. God,  relax.  
 
HELEN:  You stress me out. 
 
HELEN starts to open the old, crummy cello case. 
 
ROB:   Use mine. 
 
HELEN:   No 
 
It’s got snot on it. 
 
ROB:   Look I’m sorry, just go ahead. 
 
HELEN:   No, I'll use this old one. 
CELLO DAY  55
 
ROB:   Why? 
 
HELEN:   I've just said I want to. 
 
ROB:   At least use my bow. That one’s terrible. 
 
HELEN:   So you thought you’d give it to me. 
 
ROB:   It's a student cello – you’re a student. 
 
HELEN:   No, I want the old one.  
 
ROB:   Why? 
 
HELEN:   I just do. 
 
ROB:   Here,  have this one.  
 
He starts to unclip it from his case. 
HELEN races to the student cello and opens it,  pulls out the bow. 
ROB holds out the good bow with snot on it for her to take. 
She refuses. 
 
ROB:   OK,  have it your way. But remember this… 
 
He brandishes the snotty bow. 
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ROB:  I tried to help you, and you have shown me absolutely no respect. 
None. At. All. 
I know stuff about you, too.  
And I happen to think that’s part of your problem.  
No. respect. 
 
ROB pauses for emphasis 
He strokes the bow with his finger, and touches Helen’s booger. 
HELEN cracks and laughs. 
 
ROB:   What? 
 
HELEN:   Nothing 
 
ROB:   You’re totally bananas 
 
HELEN: But you like me. 
 
ROB:   I wouldn’t go that far. 
 
He goes to a pile of music. 
 
Righto, what shall we play? 
 
HELEN:  I can’t play that stuff. 
 
ROB:   No, you can. 
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HELEN:  I can’t, you idiot. 
 
ROB:   Yes, you can. 
 
ROB gets a music stand and props it in front of her. 
 
HELEN:  I can’t read music, you knob.  
 
ROB:   I know. Take a seat. This way, you’ll know what it feel like.  
Sounds like. 
 
HELEN:  No. I can’t. 
 
ROB:   I'll bet you twenty bucks you can. 
 
HELEN:  I’ll bet you twenty bucks I can’t 
 
ROB:    You’re on. 
 
HELEN:  You beauty. Twenty bucks. Let’s see it. 
 
 ROB goes to the desk where the banknotes sit,  weighed down with a glass. 
He grabs a note,  then double-takes. He was sure there was more cash than 
that there. he shakes his head,  grabs a twenty dollar note,  and holds it out. 
Then he puts it in his pocket. 
 
ROB:   Assume the position. 
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HELEN sits. ROB plonks the music stand in front. 
 
ROB:   You sure you don’t want to use this? 
 
HELEN smiles a bit. 
 
HELEN:  Yep. 
 
ROB:   Are you stoned? 
 
HELEN:  No. 
 
ROB puts his bow back in his case and stands behind her. 
 
ROB:   OK start here, and play to there. 
 
HELEN:   And twenty bucks?  
 
ROB:  Yes. It’s important to me that you know how it feels to have this music 
coming out of you. 
 
HELEN:  I can play. 
 
ROB:   No, you can’t you haven’t played until you’ve played this. 
 
HELEN:  I can’t play that. 
 
ROB:   No, what you mean to say is you haven’t. Yet. 
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Don’t say you can’t do it, say you can. Power of positive thinking. 
 
HELEN:  You can fuck right off with that shit.  
 
ROB:   Just go with it. Here’s a hint. The first note is open.  
That means no finger. Just bow. 
 
HELEN:   Can’t you just give me the money? 
 
ROB:   Just place the bow on the strings and lightly draw it across. 
 
HELEN  takes a breath 
 
HELEN:  Ready? 
 
ROB:   Yes. 
 
HELEN bows. It’s a long note. In a moment, ROB reaches behind her 
and starts to finger the strings near her neck. By her ear.  
 
And so they play together.  
ROB fingers the notes while HELEN scrapes away with the bow. 
At first he stands at arms length, then crouches in closer to Helen to 
get more purchase on the strings. 
 
It sounds good, but HELEN goes cold as she becomes aware of his 
warmth close to her. Her bowing becomes hesitant. 
ROB is concentrating on the music. He touches her. 
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There is a pause. 
 
She can’t stand it any more. She escapes, and stands by the door. 
The cello clatters to the ground. 
 
ROB:   I’m sorry, I wanted to surprise you. 
 
HELEN:  I've had enough of those kind of surprises, thankyou. 
 
ROB:   I didn’t mean to, oh, God, I’m… 
 
HELEN:   Shush, please, just give me a sec. 
 
She turns and walks out the hallway. 
ROB rescues the cello, checks it for dings and reinstates it to a more dignified 
position. 
 
He takes a peek out the hallway,  then startles and runs to the window,  and 
'acts’ nonchalant. 
 
HELEN walks back in, powerful, calm. 
 
ROB:   Are you OK? You won’t tell anyone will you,  I’m in enough… 
 
HELEN:   Stay there. It’s cool. 
 
ROB:   Thanks, I’m an idiot, I should have.. 
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HELEN:   Stay there. 
 
ROB:   I.. 
 
 HELEN:   It’s cool, feller, just stay there. Over there. Near the window. 
 
ROB:   Near my impending city glimpses. 
 
HELEN:   Whatever. 
 
She grabs the cello, and sits on the chair. 
 
She tightens the bow. 
 
HELEN:   Turn around. 
 
ROB:   Face the window? 
 
HELEN:   Yep. 
 
ROB:   Are you going to do something.. 
 
HELEN:   I’m not going to steal anything. Just look put the window. 
 
ROB:   Why? 
 
HELEN:   Because I said. 
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ROB:   OK. 
 
He turns. 
 
HELEN:   You’re doing well. 
 
HELEN prepares. ROB can’t stand it. 
 
ROB:  Are you going to play my first composition, The Magic Vacuum 
Cleaner? 
 
HELEN:   Nup. sorry,  mate. 
 
Pause 
 
It sucks. 
 
ROB:   Oh, come on, that was.. 
 
HELEN:  Ah, sorry, I was thinking, should I ‘go there’ and before I knew it I was 
‘there’.  
Hey, turn around, look out that window. 
 
ROB:   OK. 
 
HELEN continues preparing, warming up her fingers.  
Checking to make sure ROB is otherwise occupied,  
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She looks at the snotty bow, back in ROB’s case.  
 
She reaches down, wipes it off,  rolls it into a ball and flicks it away. 
 
ROB:  You know, I’m going to miss this view, I look at the top of that building 
over there, I see the glow at night and I really feel part of something.  
Soon there’ll be more tops of buildings to look at. Amazing. 
 
HELEN:   It’ll still be just as cold at the foot of them. 
 
ROB:   Are you going to play? 
 
HELEN:   Yes. 
 
HELEN is carefully folding the manuscript and dismantling the music stand 
 
ROB:   That twenty dollars thing is off, you know. 
 
HELEN:   Sure. 
 
ROB:   But if you need some money,  I'll… 
 
HELEN:   I don’t want your money, man. 
 
ROB:   OK 
 
HELEN:   Will you be quiet? 
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ROB:   Sure. It’s hard. 
 
HELEN:   Obviously. 
 
HELEN is about to play. ROB breathes 
HELEN plays. There is no music in front of her,  she is improvising.  
It’s shaky, but it’s delicate, more than unstable.  
Just a few notes, but they belong to her. 
 
ROB stays still,  and listens, but as the piece develops,  he turns to look. 
HELEN is transported,  but this slight movement disturbs her. She stops. 
 
ROB strides over. 
 
ROB:   What tune is that? 
 
HELEN:   It’s 
 
ROB:   Is that yours? 
 
HELEN:   Yes. 
 
ROB:   That’s fantastic.  
 
HELEN looks at him – he’s aflame. 
 
ROB:   Do it again. 
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HELEN:   No 
 
ROB:   Sorry,  I’ll turn around. 
 
HELEN:   No,  
 
ROB:   What? 
 
HELEN:   I don’t… 
 
ROB:   Here. Can I.. OK. 
 
He goes to the desk, rummages and gets a pencil and a bit of manuscript. 
 
He hums and quickly takes some notes on the stave and thrusts it in front of 
her. 
 
ROB:   Here.  
 
HELEN:   I don’t want it. 
 
ROB:   It’s yours. 
 
HELEN:   I can’t read.  
 
ROB:   You don’t have to. 
 
HELEN:   No. I fucking don’t. 
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ROB:   Here. I captured it. You can do whatever you want with it 
 
HELEN:   Like what? 
 
ROB:  Reproduce it, give it to someone else to play. Keep it in a sack, stuff it 
down your shirt, sell it in all good record stores, roll it up and smoke it. 
 
HELEN:   I don’t want it. 
 
ROB:   Can I keep it? 
 
HELEN:   Keep what? 
 
ROB:   This. 
 
HELEN:   Sure, but that’s nothing. You’re not keeping anything.  
I was only just getting started, you fuckwit. 
 
ROB:   It was good. 
 
HELEN:   It's gone. 
 
ROB:   It was there. 
 
HELEN:   Yep. It was in my hands.  
You know, sometimes its in your hands, sometimes they’re empty, 
there’s nothing there. You can try. To play.  
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But you know it’s not there. You can wait. It comes. Sometimes. 
 
HELEN is frustrated. 
 
ROB:   Yes. I know what that’s like. 
 
HELEN:   Try it sometime. 
 
The room is silent. 
 
HELEN:  You’re a terrible bloody teacher. 
 
ROB:   I know. I try. You’re difficult 
 
HELEN:   They’d eat you alive in a school 
 
ROB:   I know that. 
 
HELEN:   I’m gonna go 
 
ROB:   OK see you. 
 
HELEN:   Maybe. 
 
HELEN walks out of the room. 
 
ROB packs up the student cello and moves it out of the way. 
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He goes to his shelf, picks up some music, looks at the guy on the cover, and 
opens it at the right page.  
He picks up the music stand and plonks the book on top of it. 
 
With the practiced movements of a pro, he opens his case, and prepares to 
play. 
He tightens up his bow,  and notices something crusty on the frog of the bow. 
 
He scrapes it off,  and prepares to play. 
 
Then he stops,  and pushes over the music stand. 
 
The room is quiet. He prepares to play,  fingers poised. 
 
Then he breathes out, and the tension leaves his body. The urge to play ebbs 
and flows with his breath, but there is silence. 
 
Nothing comes. But there is silence. 
 
Street sounds. 
 
Black 
 
  
 
 
  
